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from offering a generous welcome to their few friends,
especiaUy Coleridge and his family, who repeatedly stayed
for months under Wordsworth's roof.    Miss Wordsworth's
unpublished letters breathe the very spirit of hospitality
in their naive details of the little sacrifices gladly made for
the sake of the presence of these honoured guests.   But
for the most part their life was solitary and uneventful.
Books they had few; neighbours almost none; and Miss
Wordsworth's diary of these early years describes a life
seldom paralleled in its intimate dependence on external
nature.    I take, almost at random, her account of a single
day.    " November 24,1801.    Bead Chaucer.    We walked
by GelFs cottage.   As we were going along we were stop-
ped at once, at the distance, perhaps, of fifty yards from
our favourite birch-tree; it was yielding to the gust of
wind, with all its tender twigs; the sun shone upon it, and
it glanced in the wind like a flying sunshiny shower.    It
was a tree in shape, with stem and branches; but it was
like a spirit of water.   After our return William read
Spenser to us, and then walked to John's Grove.    Went
to meet W."   And from an unpublished letter of Miss
Wordsworth's, of about the same period (September 10,
1800), I extract her description of the new home.    "We
are daily more delighted with Orasmere and its neighbour-
hood.    Our walks are perpetually varied, and we are more
fond of the mountains as our acquaintance with them in-
creases.    We have a boat upon the lake, and a small or-
chard and smaller garden, which, as it is the work of our
own hands, we regard with pride and partiality.   Our cot-
tage is quite large enough for us, though very small; and
we have made it neat and comfortable wiiMn doors; and
it looks very nice on Hie outside; for tliottgh the roses
and honeysuckles which we have ph&ted ugmnst it ares remind the contemplative spectator of a production of
